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. OBSERVER LEARNS A FEW THINGS AS IVORY CLICKS AND B
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VENTUALLY the
Observer found
himself confront-
el by the bril-
ltant lights of a
poolroom. Im -
medintely he
shuddered. He
knew that he
should shudder. A
pompous gentle-
man who was ad-
B dicted to white
and muttonchop whiskers

walstecoats
had told him years and years ago that
the open =esame to the inferno was the
front door of a podlroom.

The Observer shuddered again.

“This,” he said to himself, “is the
place where the youth of the country
gre trained to be expert safeblowers
and gas-pipe swingers. I will have to

Iook into this"
At first blush the juxtaposition of the
poolroom to hades seemed a little

varue, Why should the elick of ivory
hanve this mysterious, satanic lure?
Why should a long stick. shaped alonsg
the general lines of a fishing pole, he
# demoniac instrument, while a golf
stick is warmly indorsed by press and
clerey?

*

+ %

However, it was not for the Ohserver
to waste his time in idle speculation.
The first impressions of the Observer
when he had pushed through the doors
were numbing. Here was a class of
people who evidently did not need alr.
Instead of air they breathed chzlk dust
and smoke. The room was full of it
It swirled in great eddies beneath the
brilliant electric lights. 1t hungZ in
cumulns ¢louds along the ceiling. Dim-
1v the Observer saw groups of flgures
standing around heavy tables or con-
torting themselves like acrobats as
they tried to hit the balls.

A steady hum of conversation Arose,
punctuated by the click-clack of the
rolling balla Somewhere overhead
there came the rumble of thunder.

“Have a table?” asked the proprietor.

“Thank vou, no,” replied the Observer,
politely: “but I'll take one _.of those
chandeliers if you don’t mind.

“You will not.” sald the proprietor,
ahruptly, “And, Itlrthermnn:. if vou
haven't any business here -

The Observer losked at him in mild
surprise,

“0f course, T have businesg here,” he
said. *“You don't think I came for
pleasure, do vou?”

“A reformer,” snarled the proprietor.

“Not exactly,” replied the Ohserver.
modestly, “although T've heard that
moral repairing wouldn't hurt the
place.”

“fhen, seeing that the proprietor was
nrerieved over something, the Observer
added frankly:

“As a matter of fact, if
graft around here I want

there is any
to get in on

“Pool sharp?"’ asked the
slizhtly mollifled tones.

proprietor in
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The Observer lied with that easy
grace which is the constant admliration
of his friends.

“0Of course,” he said.

Then he went toward the back of the
room and picked out g chair which af-
forded a good view of one of the
games,

Many things in his life have dum-
founded the Observer. He remembers
the dull feeling of uncomprehension
which overtook him on one occasion
when he ate kuddle muddle. On an-
other oceasion, in Police Court, he saw
a damsel of African extraction fined
£10 for chewing the ear of one of her
friends, and he sought vainly for the
explanation of such an ineffective
means of assault. =

Among the surprises of his life the
Observer will hereafter catalogue the |
poolroom chair. In the first place, you
aren't allowed to move it. The chairs

are lined up along the wall and there
they stay. One may occasionally soak
an opponent with a cue, Men have
been Known to dig long, ragged fur-
rows in the green cloth of the table
But there is no record of a chair
ever having been moved a fraction of

an inch.

The chair itself has the appearance
of having begzun life as a metal wicker
basket and then glven up when it

found how hopelessly It was bungling
the job, and retired on pension., Each
chair i made of metal. When the oc-
cupant moves, the chair sways with a
oentle sighing noize like an old row-

hoat in an ocean swell. Kach chair ac-
commordates about three-quarters of
an  ordinary-sized man. Hence he
tiucks his knees under hiz chin and

breathes gently lest he push the arms
off the chair and get into trouble with
one of the offi 1s.

After the Observer had gotten fairly
avcustomed to his surroundings he
looked around cautiously. Beside him,
curled around in the attitude of a well
fed boa constrictor, sat a lean gentle-
man Who, despite the heat of the room,
insisted upon wearing his overcoat.
This man had a way of cocking his
head on one side, squinting one eve
as though aiming a gun and holding
this attitude until the shot which had
attracted him was completed,
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The Ohserver watched him with pro-
found interest. If he had only pointed
his thumb at the table he would have
passed anywhere for an art critic. This
man elearly was an expert. It would
be well to talk with him.

So the expert and the Observer fell
into conversation over the peculiarities
of the game. Simultaneously their at-
tention became riveted on an enor-
mously stout man who brought his
mastodonic abdominal propertions in-
to sharp relief by wearing a plaid vest.
This individual had thrust his cue be-
hind him and backed up against the
table. Farther and farther back he
leaned with the cue still behind him.
He breathed like an elderly, liverish
grampus which had overfed itself.
Great beads of perspiration stood upon
his reddened face. Back—back—

‘““¥e had better hurry for a doctor,”
said the Observer, excitedly. "If that
elephant leans another half inch more
his spine will ecrack.”

The expert ignored
squinting, all Interest.

Just aut that moment the corpulent pool
player gave a gargantuan lunge and
hit the cue ball in deflance of all the
laws of chance. The cue ball gently
tapped another ball, which slid reluct-
antly into the pocket.

“Got it!"” said the fat man in tones of
unctuous satisfaction.

There was a slight ripple of applause.
The game proceeded and the expert
and the Observer were able to resume
their conversation.

“He shouldn't have made the shot
that way,” said the expert in a mourn-
ful voice.

“You bet your life he shouldn't,”
agreed the Observer, heartily. “Why if
that man keeps on like that he’s going
to dhreak his neck and his suspenders
an "

“It put him in bad position,” stated
the expert.

“Exactly,” said the -Observer, over-
joyed at being so easlly understood. *1
can see that you and I as intelligent
men can discuss this business intelli-
gently. To me his position, as he back-
ed against that table, was acutely imi-
tative of a Zeppelin dirigible caught in
the limbs of a tree. I might add ¢

“Aw, shucks,” said the expert, in
tones of disgust, “I meant the position
of the cue ball. If he'd shot across the
tabie—banked the ball—he'd heen in
position for his next shot. As it is he
has tangled himself up.”

him. He was

x
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Vaguely the Observer felt a sense of
disappointment steal over him. He had
foozled his approach.

But that didn't worry the expert.
Forthwith he deluged the Observer
with wild-eyed polysyllabic technicali-
ties of a most astonishing nature. He
talked about English and reverse-Eng-
lish—which the Observer took to mean
the Irish—and carom shots and halks.

ABout AS

N
)
"\(&/

HE PLACED ONE
NEE UPON THE Pool=,
TABLE 3

(GReeED A BALL
HIMSELF

BlG AS

[HE CHARS ARE LINED
UP ALONG THE WALL AND THERE
THEY STAY

FARTHER AND
FARTHER. BACK
HE LEANED

AS IF HE FLoOR
HAD BEEN PULLED
FROM UNDER HIM

{Something like base ball, undoubtedly.
Flayer takes his base.)

“l assume,” said the Observer, in a
feeble voice, when this man had fin-
ished his address, “that you are one
of the foremost pool players around
these parts. 1 would like to see you
perform some time, and -

“Aw, shucks!” This seemed to be the

expert’s  favorite phrase. “l don't
shkoot.”

The Observer nodded sagely.

“I see,” he said. “You write about

the game.
and the various shots, but you have
never attempted the pralctic:ﬂ."

The expert was gETrow:ng wear%:.

“Say,” he said, “what's the idea?”

“I was endeavoring to establash
vour status,” said the Observer. “Will
you tell me why ¥you put in long
weary hourgs in learning this compli-
cated game If you don't play it and
don't write about it."”

The expert was a candid sort of
man. z

“] just wateh it,” he sald, simply.

Th= Observer's admiration for him
deepened. Any man who can hunch
up in an iron chair and watch a game
of pool for hours should get a job ar
professional enthusiast for after-dinner
sprakers. He wouldhithen have =2
shining future before him.

"Youg}ust watch?® repeated the Ob-
Server.

“That's all,” assented the
“And there's lots like me.”

*
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Sopon the Observer found thiz to be
the veriest truth. There is no article
of furniture more strange—Yes, and
absolutely uncanny—than the constant
holder of the poolroom chair. Compared
to him the man who roosts in some

expert.

You understand the theory !

" before him.
| thought he had forgotten where

saloon and waits for prey is a cross

between a victim of St. Vitus' danc
and a hundred-yard dash And in ad-
dition to this the gentleman of the

poolroom is handicapped by being, in
most cases, itirely  sober. Stackes?
up agalnst the poolroom watcher the
Egyptian sphynx becomes a giddy ol
eirl.

While he was meditating upon the
strange avocations of mankind the Gb-
server’s attention was drawn to a short
little man w10 Wo: e o pair oo to 1 -
shell eveglasses and an air of deter-
mination characteristic of Theodore
Roosevrlt, John L. Sullivan and other
aggressive characters.

The Observer watehed him in be-
wilderment as he placed one knee.
upon the pool table and lald out flat
with hisz cue stretched out straigh®
At first the Observer
h
wias and was preparing to retire £
tne might. :
t'll‘he little man's opponent was scorn-
ul.

“Watcher think this is?™ he asked
“Do you think it's a gymnasium ex-
ercice or a pool game?"’

“Don’t you interrupt me,” gasped the
little man, “until I make this shot.”

“Interrupt you!" excl imed the other
man. “Bayv, you're interrupting your-
self ten times more than I ever can.”

He paused. Then he hellowed:

“Put one foot on that flnor!"

The little man straigthened himself
and faced his foe ferociously.

“I had it on the floor! he vapped.
""S"ou didn’t!" contradicted his friend.
“You had one knee on the table and
the other foot six inches from the floor.
In a minute you'd have crawled onto
the ceénter of the table.”

-
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Here was another rule! The Ob-

server pondered. Why shouldn't the
little man take both feet off the floor
if he wanted to? He was paying part
of the expenses. 1f he wanted to put
his fect on the table, why should his
opponent object? The only legitimate
kick that the Observer could see was
from the proprietor.

Certainly it was the proprietor's
table and not the player's. However,
the little man played the shot with
one foot on the floor. The Observer
iost faith in him after that. By this
man's tortoise-shell eyeglagses the Ob-
server knew him for wha:t he was—a
hide-baund =lave of convention.

Further down the room a game of
bottle pool was In progress. In-
stinetively the Observer understood
where this game received its nume. It
wus named after the young man in
the pink and white shirt who shot
second. His three other companions
were shooting at the balls with the
earnestness th:t told of a wager pre-
viously put up. Not so with the man
in the pink shirt. He was a blithe,
care-free sort of a man. He would
talke his shot and miss by anywhere
from one tou three feet. Then he would
straggle back to where the others
were standng and limply loop an arm
over the shoulder of each.

“A I'l1 harmony,” he would urge
}ll!eudingty. “Jes' a li'l harmony. Jes' a
i 5

He would remember the
the occasion and his voice would rise
to the rafters as he delivered that
haunting - melody: “The 0O-o-0-o0la
O-o0-6-o1ken Bu-hucket—th' I-1-i-hiron
Bound B-u-u-u-uhucket.”

if the melody was haunting, the
young man's rendition was three times
more 8o, It was like the soft cry of
the pterodactyl when it flies aloft of a

purpose of

summer evening and croons to ita
young.

Bottle pool? Yes, indeed. That
young man's middle name was bot-

tle. Nothing could quench his spirits.

By now the Observer hag had his fill
of pool. He decided to adjourn to an-
other room, where the sounds of thun-
der originated. Even before he reached
the alleys the boom of a mighty artil-
lery battle reached him.

=
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Just as the Observer entered a dra-
matic incident met his eye. A spare
young man with a disheveled mop of
black hair had hurled a small ball
down the alley like a bullet. It struck
the pins like an avalanche, sending
them flylng in every direction—an ex-
plosion of wooden shrapnel.

From the center of the carnage there
came a feeble squawk of astonishment
and alarm.

“By George, I got him,” said the mop-
haired young man, savagely.

The pinboy, rubbing one shin, ecalled
to the bowler in hurt accents:

“Mistah,” accused the pinboy, “you
didn't let me git outer de way befo’
you heaved dat ball.”

The pinboy was nursing a sense of
profound injury.

“I thought you had gotten aside,” re-
plied the bowler, sullenly.

“All de same,” said the pinboy, in
broken tones, “one of dem pins done
hit mah shin. I'se got tender shins,
mistah.”

“You ought to be more careful,” ad-
monished the mop-haired man's oppo-
nent.

The: bowler who had bagged the pin-

boy cracked under this suggestion. He:

went all to pleces.
“So ought he!" roared the bowler. "It

—_
ri SELLING WAR HATERIAL
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By Frederic J. Haskin.

American manufacturers are doing a
brisk business in equipment for the
armies of the European nations at
war., Textile mills, automobile fac-
tories und big harness shops are ac-
cepting huge contracts for goods ultl-
mstely to be delivered in Europe: and
at the same time the demand for food-
=tuffs and for horses and mules is
eteadily increasing.

As far as the manufacturers are
concerned, a dense cloud of mystery

envelops their operations. A manu-
facturer in the middle west accepts
a contract to make goods to bhe de-

livered to some person in New York.

agent for the French government, but
there is much doubt as to whnaiher or
not the harness and saddlery eqguip-
ment Is destined for Franece. As 1o the
motor cars, the steel company invited
manufacfurers to send their cars to
Bsthlehem, Pa., to be submitted to
tests, Later the sateel company an-
nounced to thirty-seven motor raakers
that orders from the French govern-
ment would be distributed among them,
that delivery might be made promptly.

x
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Yet all buying is not so indirect. Tt
is reported on good authority that the
Russian government place:!

Other an order for a million dol-
lars’ worth of motor trucks

Orders. directly with Detroit mak-
ers. A steel manufacturing company

at Sharon, Pa., obtained a direct order
from France for 2500 automobile
frames.

Another French order for automo-
biles was distributed directly to five

He does not know whether the mate. | Motor-making companies, the total or-

rial he is turning out will go to Brit-
ain or France, to Germany or Austria:
whether 1t will cross the Atlantic to
help equip the army Italy is holding in
leash, or whether it will cross the
Pacifie to find its way
army over the trans
All he knows= is that payment for the
goods is guaraunteed by  responsible
American agents. Further, he does
not inquire, and even If he were so
curious as to investigate, it is doubt-
ful If he could find out anyvthing,

For instance, the Bethlehem Btesl
Company of Bethleiiem, I'a., let a con-
tract for nearly $3.000,000 worth of
artillery harneas and cavalry saddles.
The cvontract went to a vehicle manu-
facturer in the middle west, who does
not make harness or saddles, but who
in turn is subletting the work to sev-
eral midwestern and southern estab-
lishments.

Nobody knows where all this harness
i= to go, for the models to be made
are of the American type and the de-
livery is to be made on the order cof
the Bethlehem Steel Company.

In the matter of motor trucks the
Bethlehem Steel Company is reputed
to have been appointed a purchasing

der calling for 1,760 trucks, to cost
more than $6,000,000. October 7 one
of the large makers of expensive motor

cars recalled all its idle men and

to the Russi;mpspeeded up its plant to full capacity
Siberian railway.  in order to take care of a shipment

af 180 trucks ordered
Russin,

Several weeks ago it became known
that Jtaly hag purchased a mlllion
pairs of army shoes in St. Louis, and

there zre substantial rumaers that this
order has been greatly increased. Close
on the heels of the Italian purchase
came reports that the Greek govern-
ment also is about to ask for bids for
all sorts of military supplies of the
character of transportation and artil-
lers equipment. .

The activity of the Italian government
is the cause of much speculation. The
theory ordinarily accepted in the United
States is that Italy is simply perfecting
her stock of egquipment so that she will
be fully prepared should events require
her to abandon neutrality and enter the
great  struggle.  This same  sehool  of
opinion is almost unanimous in predicting
that when Italy does go in she will take

directly from

the =ide of the allies against Germany
and Austria.
t 3
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Another story, and one that apparently

finds much credence among those closely
connected with the British

May Be for sovernment, is that the
huge Italian orders are

Germany. really being placed for
German consumption. It is pointed out
that there is no proof that the alleged
orders from the Italian government are,
in fact, not governmental orders, and say
that the circumstances of their being
placed through commission houses that
ordinarily represent the Italian govern-
ment is not to be given too great weight.
They believe that the equipment being
shipped to Naples and other Italian ports
will find its way across the border into
Austria und thence to Germany; all of
which adds a spice of mystery to the
ordinarily prosaic transactions of busi-
ness.

Textile manufacturers are accepting
orders that usually are much more di-
réct. One day last week one com-
misgion house in New York accepted
a contract directly from the British
government calling for $800,000 worth
of woolen underwear and sweaters, to
be delivered before March 15 next.
This contract was divided between
three different hosiery mills.

It is significant that this particular
order was for a million deollars’ worth,
but the American agents could not find
mills in position to accept more than
80 per cent of the whole order for
such early delivery. All of the hosiery
mills concerned will be run twenty-
four hours a day at full cap:city until
the order is completed. That portion
not accepted probably will be reorder-
ed on the basis of later delivery.

Another order, given the same day,
covered 360,000 blankets. The averuge
price was s.id to be over $3 each. Sinee
the dyestuff situation does not enter
largely into the manufacture of
blankets, the mills have accepted these
orders eagerly and are now occupled

to their full capacity for the saxt three
or four months

While the woolen mills are those be-
ing speeded up to their utmost, the

KEEPING UP WITH THE JONESFS_A “Skin” Game!

nate. In the very beginning of the war
huge orders for tent cloth and other
war materials made of cotton were
placed here, but in the last two weeks|
there has been a falling off of this de-
mand. This is accounted for in two
ways: One Is that the uncertain price
of cotton leads the governments to
postpone purchases until the latest pos-
sible moment; and the other is that for
the approach of the winter effort will
be made to house the soldiers in dug-
outs, cabins or in some other manner
than in tents.

=

The wheat and flour trade with the
European nations is tremendous, During

one week's time

'W'heat ﬂnd Sweden is reported
to have ordered

Flour Trade. 130090  parrets of
flour from St Louis and Evansville.

Chivago actepled an order for 100,000
barrels for Turkey and 50,000 for
Greece. Italy is reputed to have bought, |
for this same week, 1,000,000 bushels of
wheat In Chicago, and at the sume time
England and France

purchased 1,500,-
060 bushels In the same market.

Thus far the export sales of wheat
and flour from this yea wheat crop
are est.mated ut betwoeen T2t 000 0 |
and 140,000,000 Lushels, or nearly one- |
half of the available surplus or 200,000,- |
000 bushels. More than 90,000,000 |
bushels have bLeen actually exported, |

This means that the United States has |
sold more wheat abroad during the three 1
months since the harvest than it ysually |
exports in an average season of a full |
year,

“Dickensy” Names,

From tbie London Chronlcle,

“Dickensy” names are to be discov-
ered in the most unlikely localifies, as
those whose travels tuke them to Bur-
gundy mey have dilscovered. In Ma-
con there is a Hue Dombey, which, '

apart from its name, is worth explor-
ing for the sake of one or two fifteenth

cotton textile business is not 80 fortu- | Macon, there is a village

century timber houses with most
quaintly carved fronts. And by a
strange coincidence, on the banks of
the Saone, alout seven miles out of

ealled Boz,

CHURCH ORGANIST PLAYS

‘LONG WAY TO TIPPERARY’ igatlonal peril.

Shocks Many Communicants by In-
troduction of War Melody.
Others Moved to Tears.

Correspimdence of the Assoclated Press.
LONDON, October 12.—*“It's a Long,
Long Way to Tipperary” is upsetting
staid old England guite as completely
as “Hot Time" outraged th= sensi-
bilities of esthetic Americans at the
time of the Spanish-American war.
“Rule Britannia” and “God Save the
King" do very well for non-combatants
who don evening clothes and pass a
patriotic evening watching Sir Beer-

| hohin Tree's “Drake,” but the hundreds

of thousands of recruits and territori-
als have little taste for the solemn
hymns and have popularized “Tippera-
ry” by whistling it and singing it in
the city streets, along country roads
and in the big concentrations camps.

Has Varying Effect.

Recently a war service was held at
Tyler's Green Church, in London, and
many strait-laced communicants
were  shocked because the organist
play “Tipperary” as a closing wvol-
untary. But hundreds of communicants
were moved to tears by the swinging
march tune which Tommy Atkins has
adopted in spite of squeamish persons
who would force more decorous airs
upon him.

The organist at Tyler's Green estab-
lished a precedent which is far-reach-
ing, and the favorite air of the recrults
is finding a place in the hearts of com-
posers, who are glving it dignified
variations and offering it the honor
place in medleys of patriotic airs ar-
ranged for sacred concerts.

A prominent clergyman, discussing
the protests against “Tipperary" as a

I
4tune to be wused in churches, said:

"Really, these superior people might
rop their nonsense at such a time of
I would like to point
out to them that a tune which is good
enough on a dark,damp night to cheer
our brave men on to almost certain
death in their heroic endeavors to save
their country and the honor of their
womenfolk is surely good enough with
which to end a church service. Persons
who possess imaginations and hearts
must be moved by such a human sort
of tune—a tune which means so much
to the young Egglishmen who are real-
ly defending the nation's honor.”

Training Camps Lack Bands.

Most of the camps where recruits are
in training lack organized bands. The
rapidity of the recruiting and the great
tax upon the regources of the war of-
fice have not admitted of band organi-
zation. However, nearly every com-
pany has a few musicians who play
fifes or harmonicas, and “Tipperary” i=
the tune Invariably heard as the
youngsters move along on practice
muiches. If inatruments are lacking
the men whistle the rousing tune, for
it has been demonstrated that it is a
good "whistler.” Even the least mu-
sical ean sing or whistle the air.

The Hearts in Men.
From the Detroit News.

Two river-front wanderers uncere-
moniously leaped into the river Thurs-
day to rescue an unfortunate woman
who took her own life.

Whether or not these men were out-
casts we cannot know. The report
didn’t attempt to furnish a description
of them. But little as their own lives
might be worth, they did not hesitate
to offer what they had.

On the river front one may daily see
little evidences of heroism among the
discarded members of society and the
refuse of humanity. Under tattered
clothes and seared features beats many
a heart which would freely spare its
blood for others more unfortunate. A
child falls In. the river and it is a rare
day when a dozen dock wallopers won't
begin shedding their coats for the
rescue,

It is almost as difficult to kill the
ﬁo&»d in men as it is to suppress the
ad.

—By Pop.

AN' KNOWLEDGE , THAT THAT
FUR CoaT OF ~Yours

Dyeou MEANTO TRY AN’ TELL
HE, A WOMAN OF INTELLECT

| 13 LINED WiTH RUSSiAN J6BLE®

“THRTS JUST WOT

I™M A SAYIN. THESE
HERE SKiNS \WAS ALL
TRAPPED UP IMTH' D
CoLD WASTES OF
NORTHERN RusS3ia!

ALRIGHT!
WE'LL ASK

CAT, (1Y HEART IS
LONELY I vEARW
For ™' conpaniown-
“SHIP oF sSone
BeauTious CREATURE
SoE DAUGHTER

| St

WAIT ‘Tl YOU SEE

HER EvES, HER MouT
HER DEAUTIFUL
COrPLEXIO N-

THERE'S SCNETHING VERY
FArILIAR ABoUT THIS FUR
BUT REALLY I CoulpnT SAY
WHAT 1T 15. D'YOU KNOWS

MR SPUNGE P

SHES A PIPPIN
S0 NICE AN QUIET.
SorE DoLL T

TELL-YA!

iz a thundering fine thing to tell me to
be careful. How about him? He hasn’t
set one of those duck pins in the proper
place for me all this evening. What
chance have I got when he sets the
blamed pins up like a picture punlle
instead of like tenpins. How can I x
Down at the other end of the alley
the pinboy was still rubbing his shin.
He apostrophised the duckpins.

“Heah I Is,” said the pinboy, =adly.
“gryckin’ hard fo' mah tip, and den dat
white man he heaves de ball at me.
Doan't see why 1 should _stand 1o
havin® things thrn\:rd at rine.'

He rubbed his shin again.
Thesopponent of the mop-haired man
gave him a little sound advice. "

“Try bowling down the gutter,” urg-
ed the opponent. “The trouble with you
is that you have concentrated your
magnificent facuilties in an effort to
stay on the alley. If vou resolve to
stay In the gutters each time, I figure,
by a simple reverse of the Pprocess,
that you will make a strike or a spare
every time.”

=
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Across the way, in alley No. 3, the
Observer espied the colonel; & small
heavy-set man, with =2 tremendous
head, features like Napoleon and a
head of hair like William Je\:mlrms
Bryan. The colonel gripped & ball
about as big as himself. He was
clutching it with the desperation born
of discouragement. As the Obgrerver
approached the colonel let fly, and the
ball, after striking the alley with a
terrific thump, wandered toward the
pine in an erratic, bibulous way.
You could fairly hear the colonel
pray as the ball wabbled along. He
wanted, with all the overwhelming de-
sire of an ambitious man, to hit some-

thing.

Why should the fates deny us the
things we deem most precious? 1Is
there some animate power which deems
us children, and doles out only those
things which it believes are for our

good?

Here was the colonel, 8 man who can
go out any day in the week and win a
law case, offering petitions to the
ramparts of the higher world that he
might hit just one little pin. He did
not ask for a strike or a spare. If he
could only hit something! He got
down on his hands and knees. If he
had been a Mohammedan, he would
have produced a prayer mat and talked
as man to man with Allah.

Half way down the alley the ball
jumbered off into the gutters, and the
colonel, arising with a sigh, brushed
off his knees and started to select an-
other ball. The Observer spoke to him
and the colonel replied, wearily._

“Why do you work like that?” asked

Server.
“!.fl g,llln reducing,” panted the colonel,
lifting another of the thirteen-inch
n balls.
cq%p:“r egotism?" asked the Observer.

“My weight,” sa'd the colonel. He
was too dispirited to take ouens_:’-ta..

“Have you hit anything yet? in-

uired the Observer.
the colonel eyed his score. It was a

erfect blank.

e “It 18 only the third frame,” said the
colonel, defensively. Then he added,
with the eagerness of a child who
seeks encouragement: “In the third
game back I made three strikes in suc-
cession.”

“How far down the alley did you
walk?’ asked the Observer. al
“You are strong on conversation,
responded the colonel. “Take off your
coat and see what you can actually

“I don't like to take advantage of an

old man,” soothed the Observer. I
“Come on,” snapped the colonel
“We'll begin a2 new game.?
*
* %

Now to the Observer the theory of

tenpins was as an open book. Duck-
pins are different. But in tenpins each
pin is the size of Cleopatra’s needle
and the balls take up about all the re-
maining space on the alley and con-
sequently, if one keeps the ball on tha
alley, one must make a clean aweep
every time,
To be sure there are little difficultien
to be overcome, Each ball has a coupls
of holes bored in It and the bowler
inserts his fingers in these before he
takes his shy. He must be adroit and
remove his fingers before he lets go
of the ball or injury may befall him.
Even a strike loses Its glamour when
You come to realize that two fingers,
which formerly belonged to you, are
n?w scattered somewhere among the
pins. .
The Observer briefly outlined his
views on bowling white he remowed
his coat and vest. -

“Don’t talk,” replied the colonel.
“Your first shot.”
Dellberately and easlly, as he had
seeny other bowlers do, the Observer
selected the largest 11 in the rachk.
The larger the ball the more thing=s
you hit with it. He advanced to the
nl_!e_v and prepared to aim.

‘Better chalk your shoes,” warned
the colonel.
“I never bother ahout those lttle
things," replied the Observer lightly.
First the Observer polsed the ball
In midair. Then he swung it back-
ward in a wast parabolic sweep., Ho
rushed forward wildly. He let go.
The result was a surprise to the 0Oh-
server and the colonel alike. Eluding
the Observer's masterful erip, the hall
sailed with a lightness that was aston -
ishing In a thing so heavy. At the
same moment the Observer reached
the slippery part of the alley and his
feet, like independent, unintelligenr
bodies, leaped outward and upward
where they became entangled with his
neck. The Ohserver sat down a=
abruptly as if the floor had Peen pulled
from under him. To his last day he
will remember vividly the grinding
crash as his spine curled up and then

straightened out suddenly -
i ¥ lll:a.s whale

®

* &

“Gr-r-rumph!” exclaimed the Observ.

er confusedly. In the distance hi
heard a volce. It was the colonel’s,
The colonel was talking. He wag
swearing picturesquely.

“Huh?” sald the Observer in a be:
wildered voice.

“If wyou don't like me” said the
colonel excitedly, “come outside and
fight as man to man. Don't throw
bowling balls at my head' I won't .
stand for It. You ought to be—"
He explained where and what the Ob-
server ought to be.

Dazedly, the Observer rose to his feet.
He looked around owlishly. The pro-
prietor had retrieved the ball and was
putting it back in the rack.

“He'd better practice somewhere
else,” announced the proprietor deter-
minedly. “He'll have to learn to bowl
before he can come here. I won't
stand for anybody trying to play base
ball In my bowling alley.”

The Observer went home. On his
way he meditated the advice of the
man with the mutton-chop whiskers
who had departed from the church
with certain moneys.

“Young man,” the heavy voice came
back to him, “never go in poolrooms
and bowling alleys.”

It didn't seem reasonable. Those
whom the Observer had met had besn
likable, pleasant men. They didn’t live
up to expectations.

Then a great light burst upen the
Observer's mind. The mutton-chopped
man was right!

Poolrooms and bowling alleys help to
fill the nether regions because of the
manifold possibilities of sudden death
which the beginner offers to himself

d oth 1
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